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wide verandas which were the government offices, among which we
were distributed. A -mile away was Government House, a really
imposing building entirely suited to the climate. It was of one story,
built at different levels according to the lie of the ground, upon piles
which gave ventilation under the floors. A very wide veranda open
to the breeze cooled the air and, though successive Governors
grumbled about its inconveniences, it was probably a far more com-
fortable building than most of the Government Houses in tropical
colonies. It caught fire in 1922 and was burned to the ground. The
wonder is, considering the carelessness of native servants, that it was
not consumed many years before.
The Governor at the time of our arrival was Sir William des Voeux,
who happened to be engaged in warfare with his Chief Justice, Sir
Henry Wrenfordsley. Both, of course, as is usually the case in these
official combats, were in the wrong, the Chief Justice even more than
the Governor, but His Excellency had acquired renown as a writer of
dispatches, and he would stride up and down the room dictating
sonorous periods about the quarrel by the hour. Sir Henry also was
afflicted with "cacoethes scribendi" and the correspondence was so
voluminous that the Governor was constrained to look about for a
trustworthy custodian of the documents.
He selected me and made me a sort of honorary extra private secre-
tary in addition to my ordinary duties in the office of the Colonial
Secretary. Office hours were from ten to four, and after that we were
free to do as we liked. Some played tennis, some cricket, and I sup-
pose it was natural that I should acquire a fast sailing boat in which
I explored the islets that lay at the mouth of the river and the various
streams that discharged into the bay. We had all to pass an examina-
tion in the language and manners and customs of the natives two years
after our arrival, but there was little chance of learning anything in
Suva, where the language was either English or Fijian English. I was
longing to get out of the place and explore. It was not that life in
Suva was altogether unexciting. A few days after our arrival there
was a terrible gale and a ship carrying some hundreds of coolies from
India to work in the sugar plantations was wrecked on Naselai Reef, a
few miles off. Late that evening, Dr. Macgregor (afterwards Sir
William Macgregor) looked into Sturts to call for volunteers for a
rescue party. We worked ail that night. It was a pitiful business,